Borrow the phone:
©2005 tscott
It had been a frustrating time in Yoko’s life. She was a famous actress in Japan, married to a wealthy guy and seemed to have it all. Her drinking and gambling seemed to be under control. And everything looked stable. But deep down inside there were problems. Her husband was in many ways typically Japanese. He ran his company well, but some would say too well. And she felt lonely and neglected. And it wasn’t just fame, fortune and that life. Sexually she needed much more. And he just wasn’t there for her. Her last film had done mediocre. And now she just wanted to get away to the States. The attention was just too much in Tokyo.

When she landed in New York, she could finally relax. Have some fun and not always be concerned that everything had to be perfect. Many people there didn’t know her, but that was ok. She had just needed time to relax and be free for a while.

When she got to the apartment, she set her things down and paused. Her passion was spontaneous and it got to her. So she took off her clothes and looked at herself in the mirror. Not bad for a 51-year old. She was in great shape and usually passed for 40. Lately her co-stars were great and she almost gave into real sex on camera. But then the proper part of her came back. Now looking in the mirror she was totally honest. She was lonely and needed lots of sex. She fought the urge to just obey her husband and do her duty as a proper Japanese wife. I’m a vital, alive and very sexual woman. And I want to be happy.

She decided to go out and club for a while. So she put on her new black skin tight dress and felt good. It was cut down to her nipples in front and to her fine ass in back. I’m hot and I’m going to have fun.

She then tried to call the club, but her phone was out. She she decided to go across the hall. She’d seeen her neighbor at times and fantasized. In his later 20’s/early 30’s. Seemed nice, funny. And what a body! Her needs came back again. She caught herself for s second. Then again she thought, I deserve to be happy. My husband just doesn’t care. And she suspected that he was having lots of affairs on those “business” trips. But now she’d go.
She knocked on his door. As he opened it, she saw him and her lust came back hard. Jeans, nice t-shirt. And that body……

“Hello. I’m Yoko your neighbor.”

“Wow. Hi. I’ve seen you around but never had the chance to talk. I’m Tom. Nice to meet you.”

“You too. I was wondering. My phone is out. Can I use yours?”

“Absolutely. Come in.”

She walked in and felt comfortable. Pictures from many travels on the wall. And a nice feel to it.

“You seem to travel a lot..”

“I lived in Japan for a long time.”

“Really? I live in Shinjuku.”

“I’ve been to Tokyo many times. I wonder why we never saw each other.”

As he talked she could feel the sexual tension. She knew that she wanted him and he wanted her. The need was too strong to pass up. But try.

“My phone is in the bedroom. Down the hall and to your right.”

She walked down the hall and went in. The bathroom was right next to the door.

“Excuse me. I’ll be right back.”

She picked up the phone and called Tokyo. Maybe her husband would be there and they would talk for appearances sake. But he wasn’t in and the voicemail wasn’t on. At least she tried. But her mind kept racing to him. To feel his electric touch on her nude body. To give into her feeling and be who she is.

She undid her strap at the top of her dress and turned. Suddenly he came out at the same time in a towel. They slipped into each others arms and kissed. Then they pulled back but still held each other. 

“I’m sorry.”

“No I am. I don’t know what came over me.”

“It’s been so long.” They kissed again passionately and she was on fire. She didn’t care about her husband, life in Japan or image. She had to have him right now.

His hands reached and her dress slipped to the floor. She reached at the same time and the towel fell too. Their hands were exploring each other. Kissing, tasting and feeling.
They looked into each others eyes. “Take me now, please. Please.”

The embraced again and fell back onto the bed. Their hunger was intense as they needed each other’s bodies. She was on fire and wanted more. He kissed her nipples and licked them. She was hard as he kissed her down to her clit. He worked it and she arched her back. It was so intense. All her passion came out at once.

He worked his way back up and kissed her. They rolled over and she was on top and in control. This moment was hers.

“Fuck me please.”  He started to pump her beautiful pussy, and it was great. More and more their rhythm was perfect. And she was alive again.

“More, more. Yeeesssssss.” Harder and harder they fucked and she was almost ready to cum.

“Please don’t stop. Yes. Yesssssss. Aaaaaahgggggh.” He thrust up hard into her and she leaned back to the bed. She had to cum right now.

He pumped more and they were almost there. Then one more time, and the orgasm was incredibly intense. Then another and another. Then finally she leaned back and fell exhausted on top of him. She looked at him and kissed him deeply and passionately. She was alive and hungry. She needed to be fucked and finally had it. And she was happy.

They lay together and neither spoke. The moment had no end and that was fine with her.
